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	1. Chapter 1

**_Law and Order: SVU is the intellectual property of Dick Wolf. The use of the characters, settings, and plotlines is not malicious. This is a work of fiction._**

"I just...I don't know what I'm gonna do." Casey Novak swirled her drink, the ice clinking against the short glass. Her red hair fell into her even redder eyes, and her chin and lower lip trembled with the need to cry. Refusing to give into the tears, she swung her arm and tossed the drink back, not even grimacing as she swallowed. "I don't know how to do anything else," she griped.

Olivia Benson, her friend and colleague, shook her head painfully as she watched Casey signal the bartender for a refill. "You should slow down." The more she looked at Casey, in her current state, the more she thought of her mother, and the lifetime of memories she'd much rather forget. "You really...you shouldn't have another one."

"Why not?" Casey scoffed. "It's not like I have to be at work tomorrow. Or the day after." She chuckled bitterly. "Suspended," she spat. "For a fucking year. There's no coming back from that." She bit down hard on her lip and turned her head, scoffing once more as she looked at Olivia. "I did this for you. You and your asshole partner."

"Hey!" Olivia barked back. "Don't you dare! I didn't ask you to commit a Brady violation, and Elliot certainly didn't force your hand in that direction, either! You did this all by yourself, for your own reasons! If you would have talked to either of us about this before you did it, we would have talked you out of it, so don't fucking try to drag us down with you."

Casey nodded at the bartender as he dropped another glass of whiskey in front of her, and she lifted it to her lips as she raised an eyebrow at Olivia. "You and Stabler, you're an 'us,' now?"

Rolling her eyes, Olivia took a long sip of her beer, the bottle being gripped tighter in her hand. She flicked her long, dark brown bangs out of her eyes with one finger as she picked at the label of her beer bottle with her other hand. "You know what I meant."

"And I know what you wanted to mean," Casey said, licking her lips. "You know, I'm a pretty decent judge of character, and I picked up a few skills working with you, so I notice details and shit." She turned on her bar stool and pointed at Olivia with a perfectly manicured finger, her lips curling and her eyes narrowing. "If you so much as shoot a suggestive glance in his direction, he'll pounce on you like a cat on...that stuff...the stuff that cats like."

"Catnip?" Olivia offered, suppressing a laugh and hiding a smirk. "You're so incredibly drunk, my friend."

Casey shook her head. "Not drunk enough to know I'm right. I see the way you look at each other." She tossed back the rest of her drink and slammed the glass on the table. "When's his trial?"

Olivia narrowed her eyes. "Elliot? He didn't do anything..."

"He is not the only 'he' in the world, just the only one in your world," Casey chided, cutting her off. "I meant Lake. The bastard who cost me my career."

Olivia flinched at the mention of that name. Chester Lake had caused more trouble for her unit in the past two weeks than anyone had in the last five years combined. His involvement in a pair of brutal murders, both victims tied to law enforcement, had caused a shit-storm she couldn't find a way to avoid. It formed a terrible rift between her partner, Elliot, and Lake's own partner, Fin, another member of their team. The tension between them ebbed and flowed and boiled, and Olivia usually ended up caught in the middle and forced to take sides. Ninety-nine percent of the time, the side she chose was Elliot's. The constant crashing caused issues with their captain, too, who seemed to think that the answer to everything was a day-or-two at home.

For Olivia, it was always torture, since she went home to an empty apartment every night. For her partner, though, it was probably welcome bliss. He got to spend more time with his perfect family and newborn baby boy. She rolled her eyes again at that thought, her jealousy hidden beneath self-loathing, and she shook her head as she pulled a twenty-dollar-bill out of her pocket and threw it on the bar. "The Twenty-Fifth," she said, finally answering the question.

"Soon," Casey muttered, spinning the empty glass in her hand. Before she was brought before the Bar, she had already planned her course of attack. Now, though, she'd never get to run into the battle. "Tucker involved?"

Olivia nodded. "He's a cop, so IAB is all over it. And, uh, it's coming up fast. Chief of Ds wanted expedition." She swallowed the last bit of her beer. "Langan is defending him, can you believe that?"

Casey was silent, staring into the depths of her empty glass. "Who's prosecuting?"

Olivia took a deep breath and shoved her hands in her pockets as she rose out of her seat. "I have no idea." She looked at Casey. "Close out your tab. I'm taking you home."

"I'm not drunk enough to fuck you, Benson," Casey joked.

Olivia chuckled. "Yeah, you wish that was a proposition, Novak." She waited as Casey flagged down the bartender. Her phone buzzed, then, and she squinted as she fished it out of her pocket. "Benson," she answered, not bothering to look at the caller identification. "Hey, what's...where are you? Slow down. Breathe. El, I need you to...at the bar, but I...um, ten minutes, why?" She listened and her eyes widened. "Okay, okay. You go inside...you have the key, I will be right there, I promise. Yeah, I know. Me, too." She hung up and stared at the phone, confusion mixing with hope, and sadness mixing with fury all at once.

"Go," Casey said, putting her card in her wallet. "Tommy said he'd drive me home. That sounded like Stabler, and it sounded important, so...go."

Olivia nodded at Casey and then threw a thankful wave at Tommy, the bartender. She ran out of the dingy, smoky bar and ran as fast as she could in the direction of her apartment, which, tonight, for a tragic reason no one was prepared to deal with, wouldn't be so lonely.

Her mind raced with thought after thought, rehearsing conversations she'd never have the balls to initiate but felt the need to have on stand-by. The people passing by her were nothing more than blurry streaks of color and fuzzy noises, she was so focused on reaching home. Reaching him.

Every step she took, it felt as though the granite was crumbling beneath her feet. Her long, leather jacket stuck to itself in protest, making it harder for her arms to swing with each powerful footfall. Her jeans gripped her thighs and tugged at the seams, and she cursed under her breath that this had happened on her day off, when she wasn't dressed for running this fast.

She rounded the corner of her block just as her lungs began to burn and the heels of her boots angrily pressed into the heels of her feet, she slowed to a jog, and then a walk. When she came to a stop in front of her building's front steps, she met his eyes and held up a hand and hunched over, panting.

"Jesus," his voice hissed as his hand fell to her shoulder. "I told you to take your time!"

She shook her head as she looked up at him, pointing at him as she heaved heavy breaths. She tried to stand up straight as she shook her head and pointed again, telling him that, when it came to him, she'd always rush.

He pulled her into a hug, knowing they both needed it, and whispered, "Thank you," into her ear.

She pulled away first, her need for oxygen painfully winning the war against the need to feel his arms around her again. With one more deep breath, she gestured to her steps and sat down on the top one. She watched him sit beside her, kicking over a large duffle bag. "Tell me," she breathed. "El, tell me what happened. What did she say to you?"

He pressed his lips together and folded his hands, wringing his fingers as he tried to find the words. "There was no build-up, no lead-in," he began. He licked his dry, cracked lips and sighed, staring out toward a tree across the street. His grey sweatshirt bunched up as he fidgeted on the stoop. He took a breath, ran a hand down his tired, ashen face, and spoke again. "She said...her exact words were...'I lied to you. I'm sorry," he told her. "And then she handed me his birth certificate and this pile of pages I couldn't force myself to read." He brought one hand up to rub his eyes and squeeze his nose, refusing to cry in front of her, convincing himself she didn't already know he'd cried the whole way from Queens to Manhattan.

She blinked once. "I'm so..."

"You saved his life," he interrupted. "He exists because of you, because you thought he was mine. You did it for me, because you thought he was my son. That was so...beyond incredible of you, but, uh..." He felt the tears start to fall and this time he couldn't hide it. He sniffled as he looked over at her. "He isn't mine."

Her heart broke. Her entire being cracked and shattered and she did the only thing she could think of at that moment. She threw her arms around him and as he buried his head into her neck she said, "Anything you need. It's yours. I'm right here."

He nodded against her and gave a long, hard sniffle, sitting up and wiping his eyes. "Your couch, for starters," he said with a laugh. He blinked away a final tear, calming himself down. "And then a beer might be good. A hot shower. And, uh, we should talk. There's...something else I have to tell you, and now...I think it's safe to say it."

She raised an eyebrow but nodded. "Of course," she said. She got to her feet and grabbed his bag for him, holding an arm out.

He chuckled and used his key to open her door, feeling different this time. He tilted his head, wondering what that lurch in the bottom of his stomach meant, but as he walked toward the elevator with her, he figured it out.

This time, he felt like he was truly coming home.

_**Peace and Love**_

_**Jo**_


	2. Chapter 2

**_Law and Order: SVU is the intellectual property of Dick Wolf. The use of the characters, settings, and plotlines is not malicious. This is a work of fiction._**

Showered and sitting on the couch with a beer in his hand, he watched her moving around the apartment. "Will you please..."

"No," she interrupted. "If I sit down, if I process this, I'm going to kill her."

"Yeah, well," he said with a sigh, "I'll help you hide the body." He took a swig of his beer and after he swallowed he said, "We made that promise to each other years ago."

"I'm serious," she said, turning and glaring at him. "She knew you would take responsibility for him...that you wouldn't even question..."

He shot off the couch and over to her, holding up a hand. "Calm down."

Her eyes narrowed almost viciously. "Are you serious?" she seethed. She thought he knew better than to tell her to calm down when she was this angry and upset. She shook her head at him, trying to ignore the waft of Ivory soap mixed with his own signature musk, emanating from him. "Why am I more upset than you are?"

He rolled his eyes a bit and gnawed at the inside of his cheek. "Part of me already knew," he admitted, though hearing himself say it was more painful than he imagined it would be. "I questioned it, from the time she told me she was pregnant." He meandered back over to the couch and picked up his beer, standing as he sipped. "You know...we  
>were on the brink of divorce...separated...completely." His jaw tightened and he turned to look at her over his shoulder. "And then you left...I was so...fucking alone."<p>

She walked over to him and, without thinking at all, rested a hand on his shoulder. "I'm here, now," she whispered.

"But you should have been here..." he paused, swallowed another long gulp of beer, and dropped the empty bottle to the end-table. He wiped his lips as he turned to look at her. Put it this way," he said, rubbing his forehead. "I should have gone home with you, that night. We both fucking know that, and there's really no damn point in trying to deny it now." He stayed fixed on her eyes for a moment, seeing if his words registered, looking for some reaction. He watched the glint in her eyes flicker, and he allowed himself to smile just a bit. "Yeah, you know it, and I know it." He smoothed a hand down his freshly-shaven face and said, "The papers are still in the glove compartment of my car. I'm bringing them in tomorrow, handing them to the first lawyer I see."

Her face was expressionless, but she didn't trust her voice to be devoid of emotion. She nodded and took a breath, took his empty bottle into her hand, and walked into her kitchen. She tossed the bottle into a recycling bin and then opened her refrigerator, grabbing two more bottles of the amber brew.

"We need to go food shopping," he said, and then he laughed, putting his hands on her hips as she leaped backward into him. "Easy, girl," he joked.

She turned and slapped him hard in the chest. "Don't do that to me!" she yelled breathlessly, her jolted heart pounding. "Jesus."

He took one of the bottles from her, unscrewed it, and drank half of it down in one long sip. When he straightened up he looked at her as he swallowed. "You left," he said, "And there was...God, one drunken kiss with Beck, that I regret to the absolute limit of..."

"You really, really, don't have to give me a play-by-play of your two weeks of bachelorhood." She cracked open her bottle and took a long, hard swig as she walked away from him.

He smirked knowingly, and he followed her back toward the couch. "That's it," he said with a shrug. That one kiss, and one...rueful night with Kathy." He plopped into the sofa beside her, and one arm fell around her shoulders. "Clearly, Kathy had more wild oats to sow than I did."

"You were holding out hope that you'd put your family back together," she said, her head tilting a bit. "Did she tell you...I mean, uh, do you know...who he is?"

He was silent as her words fell away, the quiet moment speaking volumes, and he hesitated before nodding slowly. "Yeah," he whispered, his eyes welling up with tears again. "This is really...a blessing in disguise." He let out another breath, this time it was terse and shuddering, and he inched closer to Olivia. "I didn't have the courage to leave, not when he was just a baby, but I promise you, with everything that I have...I have been emotionally...gone...for a long time. This just...this means I have a second chance. Which, if I follow my heart this time, means a first chance...with...with someone...else."

Taking another sip of her beer, she eyed him. "That girl from Immigration?"

"Still on me about that?" he said with a sniffle. "No, not her. Not...not anyone...but..." He shook his head. "Forget it, I'm a wreck right now, and it's not really the right time to bring it up."

She set her bottle down on the coffee table and took a long look at him. Every fine line on his face seemed to be etched in pure sadness tonight, and her heart broke to see it happening. Slowly, almost timidly, she reached out a hand and wiped away the single tear that had sneaked its way out of his right eye. The pad of her thumb swiped along the thin skin under his eye, her palm resting against his cheek, the rest of her fingers curling around the back of his head. "I'm so sorry," she whispered.

His bottom lip trembled again, but he held it all in, and he told her, "I love that little boy, that...that won't change, but I can't raise someone else's child. And I can't stay with someone who could lie to me...to have it be about something so...life altering...I can't..." he babbled until he fell completely at a loss for words, and he just shrugged in pure and simple confused bewilderment.

Their eyes were still locked, her hand was still cupping his face, and they were still quiet, as they both reached for their bottles. They took a simultaneous sip, and then his voice broke through the silence again. "You've never lied to me," he said, it was not a question, but a statement of fact. "You've kept shit from me, but you told me when the time came, and you've never…lied to me."

"I never will," she said to him, and something inside of her snapped. Some synapse misfired and her brain short circuited, propelling her body forward in slow-motion. Thank God his phone rang, or she would have made a huge mistake, on a night where too many had already piled up.

He smiled at her though, pressing one finger against her lips, as if telling her to hold onto the thought, onto the promise of a kiss. He held his finger lightly against her mouth as he answered his phone with a tired-sounding, "Stabler."

She closed her eyes and felt his finger moving, tracing her lips, and every ounce of strength she had worked in tandem to keep her from puckering up and placing a soft kiss to the skin of it. "What," she mumbled against his finger.

"DB on Forty-Ninth," he whispered, still listening to the caller. "You sober?"

She saw the heat in his eyes, an understanding and realization registering. "Yeah," she said, "I am now." She scooted away from him and got off the couch, heading toward the door and slipping her feet into a pair of flats, her ankles and heels still angry from their  
>marathon in her boots. "You, um...are you changing?" she asked, gesturing to the less-than-professional attire he'd chosen after his shower.<p>

"No," he said, shaking his head. He grabbed his badge, gun, and keys off of the small table by the front door. "I'm not in the mood to wear a suit. If he makes me come back and change later, fine, but for now, he can deal with my jeans and this sweatshirt." He opened the door for her, but before she could breeze by him, he grabbed her arm. "Thank you."

Looking into his eyes, she saw the pain, the disappointment, but beneath it all she saw something else. Or, at least, she thought she did. She smiled at him. "You know I'm always..." she cleared her throat, changing her mind, and she settled on, "You're welcome." She stepped out into the hallway and headed for the elevator, knowing he was locking her door and following her path. She made a mental note to have a serious conversation with Kathy, as soon as Elliot was out-of-earshot, and as soon as she could find a way to say what she needed to say without threatening the blonde.

He came up behind her, then, pressing a palm against the wall and turning his body into her. "I, uh, I never told you what I had to, so, um, when we get back, I would..."

"When we get back, we are ordering a pizza, watching a mindless, stupid movie, and you are getting some sleep, because you have just had the day from hell," she interrupted.

He laughed as he ushered her into the elevator. "Okay, so sometime between the pizza and the sleep, I really have to tell you something. It's important, okay?"

She sighed and slumped over a bit, leaning against the wood panels behind her as the doors closed. "All right," she said. "Is it heavy? I think we both had a little too much heavy, already."

"No," he chuckled. "At least, it's not heavy in a bad way. I think, uh, it's a...a good heavy." He smiled at her again, this time it almost felt honest, and not as though he was pretending to be strong or concealing his guilt, his stupidity, and his heartache. He moved first, when the elevator doors opened again, and he politely held them open and let her go first. He didn't mind, though. He enjoyed the view as he walked behind her, and for the first time in years, he didn't feel like a scumbag for it. He licked his lips and pushed the lustful thoughts about his partner to the back of his mind, unlocked his car, and opened the door for her. He made sure she was settled and then ran around to get into the driver's seat, but caught sight of the car-seat in the back. He froze, unblinking, as his heart thudded and his stomach churned.

He wasn't sure how, but he felt her beside him, felt her arms around his neck, and he heard her mumbling something to him, but his overcrowded mind wasn't registering the words. He turned and fell into her, bending and breaking under the weight of just how intensely embattled he truly was. "She...she lied to me," he whispered, his weak arms draping around Olivia. He used what little power he found to squeeze her tighter, hoping it would stave off another round of tears. A switch was flipped, then, and the anguish turned to fury, pent-up and bubbling, and he gritted his teeth as he said, "She fucking lied to me. How could she..." and he stopped, feeling Olivia's body twitch under his touch. He loosened his grip, realizing he'd been grabbing a bit too hard, and he smoothed his hands along her back and closed his eyes, breathing her in. Her scent filled his lungs, pervading his senses and calming him down almost immediately.

"What would you do," he asked her, whispering into her ear as he slowly drew circles on her back.

She backed away a bit. "What would I do...if I found out my son wasn't mine?" she asked. "Well, for starters, I'd have to check-in with a priest because that'd be one hell-of-an immaculate conception in the first place."

He laughed, tears falling quietly and slowly, and he said, "You're a firecracker, Benson."

She pulled away from him, shaking her head, and with a sigh, she said, "No, I'm just keeping you from falling. It's my job, and my honor." She slapped him on the shoulder. "I can't answer that, El," she said, moving back to the other side of the car and getting back into it. She waited until he got in and started the car. "It...it wouldn't be me," she said. "Speaking as a woman who grew up never knowing her father, I can tell you, without a doubt, that I would never lie about the paternity of any child I'd be blessed enough to have." She exhaled slowly. "But, hey, it's not me, and it's never going to be me, so my last question for you, before we get tossed into a gruesome rape and murder, is what are you gonna do?"

"What do you mean?" he asked, pulling out of the curbside parking spot and down the road. "There's nothing I can do, she didn't put my name on his birth certificate, she just...named him after...why are you grinning like that?"

"She named him after an incredible man, a wonderful father, and one fucking amazing cop, partner, and friend," Olivia told him. "He has a great name, and I, uh, I'm actually really sorry he isn't genetically linked to you, because…the world really does need another Elliot Stabler."

"Okay, I literally just calmed myself down," he said, gripping the wheel with one hand, "And you're gonna make me start all over again." He sniffled, wiped his eyes with the back of his sweatshirt sleeve, and asked, again, "What am I supposed to do?"

"Like you said," she began, "You give those divorce papers to the first lawyer we see, and then...you file for absolute joint-custody of those amazing kids, who are yours, and you get a court-order for a paternity test."

"I already know he isn't mine," Elliot sighed, his whole body tightening as he turned down a winding road.

"But, legally, you're his father," she told him. "State law, you're married, so unless you file a paternity…"

"How the hell do you know about this shit?" he asked, befuddled but amused.

She went white, but she spat out a logical answer. "The nature of the job," she said. "We're supposed to know all of the laws and regulations about this kind of…"

"And the truth would be…?" he said, cutting her off again, raising one accusatory eyebrow.

Sighing, she caved. "I researched," she admitted. "You remember when I was looking into adoption? I also, um, may have looked into…donors." She covered her face with one hand, slightly embarrassed. "I wanted to make sure there was no way for someone to walk into the kid's life and try to…look, the point is, if you wanted to, you could claim him as your child, since legally…"

"Hold on," he said, stopping her once more. "When you have kids, and you will have them, you're gonna know without a doubt who the father is, and there won't be any chance of anything like that happening to you, do you understand?"

Taken aback by his sudden possessive and protective tone, she nodded. She cleared her throat and said, "So, uh, do you…do you want me to call a judge for you?"

He bit his lip and turned onto another avenue. "I'm getting the divorce," he said. "As much as I've fallen in love with Eli…I can't…I won't raise someone else's kid. Not…not with Kathy, not after she lied to me about it. Besides, uh, his father wants to be involved in his life, so…" he nodded once. "Get a judge to order a test, and when it comes back…with his name on it…" he swallowed back hard, and bit his lip. "Then it's over."

Turning her head to look out the window, she let a small smirk form on her lips. "And then you can get revenge."

"I'm not knocking someone up," he laughed, "At least...not like that, not yet, so...no."

She laughed back at him, not noticing the light in his eyes as he heard her. "I meant...make yourself happy. That's gonna sting more than anything, if you show her that this isn't killing you. Even if...even if it is. You said it yourself, you doubted he was yours from the beginning, but I know how much you love Eli. I love him, too."

"Yeah, I know," he said, turning the corner and heading for their crime scene. "You're right, though. The marriage was over, I was just so quick to believe her because..." he parked the car and looked at her. "It was once. Just the one time. Even after...even when I was home. The last ten months...me and Kathy, we never..."

"I would rather let Edward Scissorhands give me a deep-tissue massage than let you finish that sentence," she said dryly, one hand on her door's handle.

His laugh, this time, was a full and hearty one. "Yeah, sorry," he said, getting out of the car. He walked toward her, and just as he always had, he stepped in perfect sync with her toward the yellow tape and Doctor Melinda Warner. "What've we got?" he asked, looking down at the medical examiner.

"A huge-ass problem," Warner said, looking over her shoulder and up at Olivia and Elliot. "Remember the woman Lake was working with? From that cold-case group?"

"Penelope Fielding," Olivia answered, narrowing her eyes. She let her head fall to one side as she understood. "No," she said.

Melinda nodded. "Afraid so," she said, turning toward the body behind her. "She's been out here for a while, and so have I. I had to wait for a unit to show up with a handheld AFIS, her fingerprints got a hit."

Elliot knelt down, bracing himself, and asked, "You met her. You couldn't just use your visual ID?"

Warner looked Elliot dead in the eyes, no trace of amusement or mirth. "No, Detective." She looked back at the body and sighed. "There's nothing left of her face."

_**Reviews are always welcome.**_

_**Peace and love.**_


End file.
